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friction 


the dirt collects itself under my shoe 
trailing along the carpet in thick, rich lines 

my arm is covered with sandpaper, furred with stone 

rubbing against the tree with itch 

my eyes see smooth illuminations on bright ceiling 

rubbing into my skin a soft fragment of splinter, revealing under skin disrupted 

my branches rubbing against the leaves and flowers of the tree 
a tiny quiet snake, a soft splinter in my arm 

a splinter digging deeper in my skin during my walk, revealing itself proudly 

the snake dives deeper, controlling the movements in my arm, 
my very being in pure annoyance and disruption. 

my eyes seeing the races: the snake and the rabbit, the turtle and the rabbit 

slow rabbits are at the end of the race, rubbing against each other gently at the finish line, the 
snake finally conquering and confusing, forever tricking my arm into submission with a fragment 
of a tree. 




ambulance 


single swirling leg spinning on a file 
my bones are worn thin 

i am up against the wall 

rubber on my legs, my elbows, my fingers flying 
i am now sitting still, my mind cold. 

in the silence, when the movement stops, i am grounded 
i am whelmed by nothing. 

and a twitching and dirty lie i still find inside of myself 
ripe again, and ready 

this feeling is yet a quick stonn with nothing following 
and dark asphalt sweats, steams in its wake. 

my hands are folded neatly in the comer 
like hands in prayer 

the angry veins lift from your neck when i ask if i can leave here 

my heart beats double, triple as fast 

thumps in my head like stirrups under rumbling steel 

you will be loved after seeing death 

as a sap, a poor witness 

in the hot summer, freezing cold 

sirens surrounding crowded streets 

a hanging wire, 

thin, junkie blood. 



the dam 


the silent departure of thought, 
it migrates over long stretches of water, 
finally lands on islands in the ocean. 

i hear the wooden wheel 
creaking fast and loud, 

a paradise of cement inside the sound, bouncing between ears 

water on the wooden wheel, 

water that the fish drink, 

blood, the red wanderer through my life. 

i am now a living soaking wet nightmare drowning in sand 
ruptured lungs filled with ink from ground 

i cannot tell if it is raining 

i see the turquoise fog rolling and i am not convinced 

ripping through the sound of thunder are the loud waves already in my head 

the waves fall often, in pairs 

beat me into ground 

i am facing my god and digging 
and far from the dam the water still rises 
pulling together the sky and tan-rippled floor 
the sounds of the loud thunder already in my head 

as i drift down further, violently with the white water 
i open my eyes under the rocks 
i see the floor beside your bed 
as it looked when i first fell from it 

rain covers the floor as i walk from hole 

I open my eyes and am walking through silt and water in your basement, 
the fish swim close to my shins 
and i jump, a dream 

this will be my last time here. 

next time i will drift through different waters 

sent down from the clouds already in my head. 



stalker 


two grapefruits on the end of her spine, i am never winning 

i bleed my voice as sweat 

before screaming, gushing it from my mouth 

one night i met a friend that will never leave 

carrying only my will to follow 

faster on its feet than me sprinting with mine 

faster and tougher, jumping higher 
it seems i am bleeding my voice again now 

she stands on the street and just talks for hours 

there is nowhere to eat in this town 

creatures from the ground leave the rind of rotting melon 

she gets off the train 

hot but no sweat stains 

bleeding like a hanging pig from her jaw 




twenty six birds 


bird one 

a fire bird, lit bird two on fire 

rings and rings of blue, then orange, then yellow. 

i have to look hard to find the one that i like 

i saw her earlier, bird three 
big as an elephant deep inside of her heart 
as a rail with her feathers and bones 
always there when i am sunburned 
and speaking like a hornet’s nest stingss 

i saw darkness underneath the floorboards 
when i was a child i was small 
and i still am 

i met a girl in the bedroom when her parents were sleeping 

the light in the sky was not like i remember now 
it still burned when i stared at it 

bird six, a stranger, itching herself 
her feathers filthy, soiled with ash 

bird seven came to me while i was sleeping and completely melted with the pressure 

bird eight above the road again, 

speeding past me like a bullet, almost unseen 

i feel it all ending soon 

the drive that brings burden as we accelerate through our lives 
and i realize that i can’t offer you anything anymore 

you must wonder what brings this storm 
the clouds are falling apart 

i watch bird ten struggle against the wind, the rest have vanished, afraid 

with this vanish my soul 
shredded and black 
i can’t offer you anything anymore. 

the birds will never see my garden 

they speed out of my vision, right past my eyes 

i can’t offer you anything anymore 
i can’t offer you anything anymore my blue bird 



one on the minute hand, and one on the hour hand 

she glares at me from the window appearing, shows no signs of stopping 

still the birds move 
hydraulic in the sky 
there is no god 

bird twelve is lost and bird thirteen is following 

bird fourteen and fifteen jump into the air from bathing in the bird bath, swift 

i am standing next to thirty foot flames and she is faster than 
the fastest animal that I have ever seen, 
mother in the tree above 

eighteen birds now i have seen today 
for some days they will only fly in dreams 
with cliffs near ever river 

nineteen birds will bring me flowers when i die 

twenty birds and i am now gripped by their flight 

they all move silently, invisibly 

no water soothing the fire 

rings and rings of blue, yellow, and orange flame 

twenty one birds turn blue with blood, like still inside 
for all the frightened ones 
for all that is good and evil 

twenty one birds, now on my shelf 

in rows they are organized for those who visit me 

they speak to me as i sleep 

twenty three birds swimming in a pond 
running and flying, playing with each other 
they will never drown, instead escape 

twenty four birds now, mouths open 
fear is growing for the great hawk, the devil 

twenty five birds 

twenty five of them alike in every way 
as flying and above me 



i shoot once and they scatter 

like they are different birds from before 

birds that cannot love me quite the same. 

i now swim in my own bird bath, and i am filthy, alone in dirty brown water 

I wouldn’t ever fall downward into my desire; I am blind of yours, but know my own 
very well by now. I know that I have nothing to offer you. A forest appears without the sight of 
them at all, and I am as sad as you are without me, my blue bird. 




slant black ceiling 


dear slant black ceiling, 
i am walking into you forever. 

no shadows appear on your sheen 

no shadows prove my existence above your black empty floor 
no shadows prove my journey deep inside of your room 

no proof, no sign of life at all, from raging life to rampant death, from the very beginning to 
never an end. 

dear slant black ceiling, 
i am now shrinking to fit you 

as i squeeze tighter and tighter, you seem to have it: 
a never ending gradient 
never reaching zero 

never a light where a shadow would grow 
never letting go as slow metal grips crush tin can 

never in danger or comfort 

yet you keep me safe in your dark 

failing to reveal my own size, how i have shrank 

never forgiving me for attempting to defeat, escape you 



whiskey and rats 
dog with cone on 


2:33 AM cough 


all the kings between their sheets 

dread the night when it is mine 
digging through ashtray 


empty and 




clock 


the skin is dragging from my feet, i am naked 

my shoulders have never felt like this before 
drifting back and apart 
i feel my angry muscles 

the clock has left me scathed and sore. 

years as months as minutes 

desperate for release from the anchor 

slowly wasting away, it dragging on behind me 

Slow sounds approach 

these callings of the clock, loud and bright 

move me forward like being volcano chased 

at last i may feel reason to move 

like I've had a reason all along to stray from clock 

One cloud above me follows my movements closely. 

through simple figment 

it tells me the time, and sucks my dick. 



housecat 


a strange day the sky is chasing 
i drive 

on my steering wheel a letter from my drink 
i compete with my own home 

the stairs move to the second floor, move up my legs and to my chest 
the attic, my face 

my memories and thoughts- collections and the same 

I hold on to safety desperately, the same way 
the sleeves of sweaters grip the ceiling 
my mind scratching at my skull, like plant to sun 

i feel unsafe in my own home when I am inside of it 

any expression fails to assist me to safety or pleasant shelter 

i am correct that not a soul would find me if i was lost in here 

before, there has been some truth, yet no longer 
the featherweight, trivial word has stayed that way 
I can’t quite see it now, the truth, not a glimpse 

and i know where the idea of a ghost came from, 

someone said they saw a glimpse of nothing once 

had heard it or seen it, and talked about this ghost for the first time 

a feeling that the home had been lived in once before 




hotel 6am 


the werewolf sang to me in french 
i am sitting, and staring, and my heart is racing 
fell down the rabbit hole again and 
returned brown and gray with dirt 

the rabbit hole brown and gray 

the table where i sit will certainly remember me and I will instantly forget it 
with the minutes of my life that are lost because i wanted them gone 

the werewolf sang to me in french 
soon in this bed it will stick to my mind, that phrase, 
the toxicity i achieved with great success and trophy, 
with my poison lingering for far too long. 

the werewolf, screaming to me in french 
that phrase, trapped in my broken mind 



loose screw 


sharp left turn cracks right off the rotten comers of my soul 
shakes the bottle and fizz 

flow through river veins 

the cork flying out of the bottle 

hurling into open sky like embers from fire 

a blank form to be filled 
a break in the day to answer 
to turn and shout loudly 



untitled 8 


i woke up hearing the song 

i sat down after being awake about an hour and heard the same song some more. 

i listen to baseball on the radio now, a blue saint 
in heaven i recline my chair 

and i am a blue saint with half a glass of tea 
angels fill my yard, surround me 

i can hear it again, over the sound of my radio 
it could even change its melody 
a rain of sound invading umbrella brain 

in a few minutes it becomes the air 
tearing through the sky 
inviting me to fall asleep again 



kitchen 


in the fall the leaves fall 

resting on their branches before the big table tips 
the brown eyelid dots are all i see 

i rent my heart out in the winter when the leaves are covered and frozen 
in the springtime they are lost into the soil 
a leaf fallen and broken down by the earth, sinking deeper 

This process I watch closely, a symphony of destruction and birth, like every year I die in the 
winter time, and stay dead. When the fall rolls around again, it is lost inside of my eyelids, and I 
dare forget to open them. 




Life a game he will never win 
efforts and pushing closer 
no finish or resolve 


revolving door 


informal, non precise movements and moments 
feel insubordinate, incomplete, 
riddled with questions of their intent 

at the supermarket this man picks his fruit 
carefully to supplement his day, long hot 
an apple, accompanying teacher 
rise with grace, the power of this apple 

moving this day forward like the sweet seed of flower-steam engine 
notices pairs of things 

twins with different clothing, different aftermarket hair and skin 
two separate yet similar wombs the twins have been released from 

they fail to grow taller at the same time 

one much shorter, one taller bean sprout 

they fail to speak the same language and are lunatics in stride 

they both fail to win; to ever die 

a true monster of a man, three hundred pounds 
bow tie hanging from his neck untied, the process never learned 
to tie it. 

cuffed pants high on his calves and thirsty 
destroying fruit with his fists, crumbling to pulp, 
wiping the remnants on the pants circling his stomach, 
a disgusting, immortal man. 


the second floor is impossible to reach by foot 
a daunting staircase for fat man 

flat, open planes have often been as difficult to conquer, to reach end. 
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